The George Sand-

that he is not stupid.   When he left me in Paris, he told me to
remember him to you.

I left Cadio in doubt between good and average receipts. The
cabal against the new management relaxed after the second
day. The press was half favorable, half hostile. The good
weather is against it. The hateful performance of Roger is also
against it. So that we don't know yet if we shall make money
or not. As for me, when money comes, I say, "So much the
better," without excitement, and if it does not come, I say, "So
much the worse," without any chagrin. Money not being the
aim, ought not to be the preoccupation. It is, moreover, not
the real proof of success, since so many vapid or poor things
make money.

Here I am with another play already underway, so as to
keep my hand in. I have a novel also on the stocks, on the
strolling players. I have studied them a good deal this time
without learning anything new. I already had the plot. It is
not complicated and is very logical.

I embrace you tenderly as well as your little mother. Give
me some sign of life. Does the novel get on?

G. Sand

XCVIL    To GEORGE SAND

Saturday evening

I am remorseful for not having answered at length your last
letter, my dear master. You told me of the "ill turns" that
people did you. Did you think that I did not know it ? I con-
fess to you even (between ourselves), that I was hurt on account
of them more because of my good taste, than because of my
affection for you. I did not think that several of your friends
were warm enough towards you. "My God! my God! how mean
literary men are!" A bit out of the correspondence of the first
Napoleon. What a nice bit, eh? Doesn't it seem to you that
they belittle him too much?
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